


The Tntgedie of Hamlet 

O heate, dry vp my bra’mes, cearesfeuen times fait 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

By heauen thy madnes fhall be paid with weight 
Till our fcale turpe thebeamc* ORofeofMay, 

Deere maid, kind filter , fweet Ophelia, 

OHeauens, iftpoflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortal! as a pooic mans life ! 

Opbe. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song* 

And in his graue rain’d many a tcare, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’fl perfwadereuenge 
It could notmooue thus. 

Opbe. You muft fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheelc becomes it, 

It is the falfe Steward that ftole his Matters Daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Opbe. There's Rofcmary,that for remembrance, pray you loue 
remember, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

Laer.fi document in madnes 5 thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Opbe. There’s Fcnnill for you, and Colembines, there’s Rew for 
you, and hecre’s feme for mcc, wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes,youmay wcareyour Rcw with a difference, therc’sa 
Dafie, I would giue you feme Violets, but they withcrdall when 
my Father died, they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought and affliftions,paflion, hell it felfc 
She turnes to fauour and to preccincffe. 

Opbe. And will a not come againe. Song. 

And will a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy death bed, 


He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as ftiow* 

Flaxen was his pole, . . 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, 

God a mercic on his foule, and allChiiftians foulcs, 
God buy yous. 

Laer . Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes > I mutt commune with your griefe. 
Or you deny me right, goe but a part, 





Prince o^Denmarke. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, 

And they fhall heare and iudge ewixt you and me* 

If by dirc&orby collaturall hand 

They find vs toucht, we will our Kingdomc giue, 

Our crownc, our life, and all that wc call ours 
To you in fatisfa&ion 5 but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And we fhall ioyntly labour with your foule % 

To giue it due content. 

Laer . Let this be fo. 

His meancs of death, his obfeure funeral!, 

No Trophac, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation, 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth. 

That I muft call’t in queflion. 

King, So you fhall. 

And where th* Offence is,lct the great axe fall, 

I pray you goe with me. Exennt. 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Bora • Whatarethcy that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they hauc Letters for you. 

Hora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the worid 

Hhould be greeted. If not from Lor d Hamlet. Enter Sayters. 

Say. God bleffe you fir # 

Bora. Let him bleffe thee to. 

Say . A fhall fir and pleafe him, there’s a Letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaffador that was bound for England , if your 
name be Horatio , as I am let to know it is. 

Bor . Horatio, when thou fhalt haue ouer-look’t this, giue thefe 
fellowes fome meanes to the King, they hauc Letters for him: Ere 
we were two dates old at Sea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gaue vs chafe, finding our fclucs too flow of faile, wc put on 
a compelled valour, and in the grapple I boorded them, on the in- 
flam they got cleere of our fhip,fo I alone became their prifoncr, 
they haue dealt with me like theeucs of mercy, but they knew 
what they did:I am to doe a turnefor them, let the King haue the 
Letters I haue fent, and repaire thou tome with as much fpeed 
as thou wouldfi flic death, I haue words to fpeakein thine care 
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